The Old Lion Dying
When the curtain falls so swiftly, the chronicling too
must be swift. He came to Philippeville, slept the sleep of
the exhausted and profoundly shocked, and finally reached
Paris by night, stricken, pallid, unshaven, an almost un-
recognizable figure, and sought refuge in the Elys6e
Palace.
Here he lay on a sofa, rousing himself once in a while
to issue defiances to the rebellious deputies, who would now
depose him, or to make suggestions for the defense of
Paris with the troops of Grouchy, who had been found
far from the field of battle. But there was nothing of
the old ring to these bulletins. They sounded hollow. He
was at last merely going through the motions.
And when Lucien came to him with a proposal for an-
other coup d'etat, a second Brumaire, he would not lift a
hand against the government. "Will you not dare?" asked
Lucien, who was now in his element and was showing up
better than his famous brother. But then Lucien had been
storing up his energies as he plowed for old coins on his
farm at Canino, while his brother Napoleon was gallop-
ing up and down the world.
"It is no use, my dear brother," he said. "I would not
plunge France in another civil war. Besides, I have al-
ready dared too much. I am spent, exhausted." And as
if he had just realized the tragedy for the first time, Lu-
cicn's face went white, and, shaking all over, he left the
palace.
It was sad for all who loved him; but there were not
many of these to be now at his side. With tears in
her eyes, Hortense watched him as he wearily rose and
went to the window to gaze down on a group of workmen
who came to cheer the old emperor. "Ah! it is they who
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